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When the days wnlcn now are dying--.

And the moatrctB which aro fliinz.
Shall nave eeel for us forever, with weir Joy- -

Will me erlr Hi nl. h love ns
Come to h"l their fars abireus.

I n the hours which sulLTcnain to them w suffer
and to Uar?

It is sad that beans which treasure
KsrtVs n, now rami nicaame

At a litturspra tudr livlne, at a certainty tbcir
oe.li;

Ucl 'lis harder, thoe we cnerisn,
A wefadrws and ierl?h.

May forever cpas to love us, with the passmgtf
the breath.

Kor Ui bond ol earth's affeUion,
And U-- foudert recollection.

With the iMMlnc of the years maypasj and leave
the dead alone

Only luve which is eternal.
Only J u-- which are supernal.

Can give uck u.e lostaSectiun, for the vanished
days atone.

" All the dead aro dead," the atolo
With phllowphy heroic

WhUutr: 8,And they cease forever, like the
reining of a ear."

To iny b'acaest depths. Avernus,
I: were better far to turn n.

Than w listen Vi the teaching thus imparted with
a eouer.

Kor there are no dead or dyinff.
I h'ju.h the voice of Itacbel, cryinfr,

lIs still mourning for her children, and will not
bo comforted.

And beyuud death's gloomy portal
Liie is file, ana is immortal;

They who sleep and Lave departed are not num-
bered uh the dcau.

On fond recollection's bosom,
.af ly folded, lies the blossom

OlabuuiAi lo.e undying, and i bich fadelh not
a ay;

And 1L0 uisnory shall cherish,
.Setcr inure toiade or perl.h,

Arrthe lives twaturoch our own lives, safe from
ruin or decay.

tltcdead, for never
can the living die; forever

fchall lite once given last us, though it breathe
but for an hour

Though the roots of life earth holdeta
Oolv there, above, ULfo'dcln

From the blossom, at the lat,
the irfect flower.

WINNIE'S iOKTOE.

The handsome dining-roo- m in the
Maj berry mansion was all with
floods ot gas-lig- ht and the genial glow
of the Sre for Mr. Josiah Mayberry
was a very "queer man," according bo

his wife's opinion, and this fancy ot his
to have nasty, ashy fires all over the
splendid" in.ii.6iou before the weather
became cutd enough was ono of his
"eccemrip freaks," Mrs. Mayberry
called it, with a curl of her lip, a toss
of the head and a smile, almost of con- -

honest you'll of
married her for her pretty face, ten
years ago, when he was an immensely
rich widower with his handsome half-grow-n

sou for a not undesirable encum-
brance.

They were sitting around the hand-
some table, discussing their 7 o'clock
dinner, with the solemn butler and his
kubordiuate in obsequious atten-
tion these tbreo Mayberrys, father,

and the haughty, well dressed lady
who was ivearing a decided frown of
diplcasure ou Ler face a frown she

bartly power to restrain from de-

generating into a verbal expression of
anger whue the servants were in wait-

ing, and which, as the door finally
cloied on them, leaving the little party
alone oer the wine and nuts, burst
forth impetuously :

" I dtclare, Mr. Mayberry, it is too
bad! I have gone over the list of in-

vitations you have made, and to think
there is not one no, not one of our
set among them, and such a horrid lot
of people aj have named!"

Mr. Mayberry sipped his wine con-

tentedly.
"1 told you, didn't I, Marguerite,

that it was i"ny nte ition to gtvo an
dinner? And by tbat I

meant, and mean, to whom it will, in-

deed, be eau-- u for thankfulness. As to
making a grand fuss, andsci'ingaround
our Ublo only the people to whom a
luxurious dinner is an every-da- y occur-
rence 1 shah not do it. And as to the
guesisou my list being 'horrid' and
common,' vou aro mistaken, my dear.

IN'one of them have a worse failing than
poverty. There is not a 'common,'
vulgar person among tho ten names on
that paper."

Mr. Mayberry's good old face lighted
up warmly as he spoke, and Ernest
May berry's handsome face reflected tho
satisfaction and uridu ho felt in his
fn!hrtr'A views.

Mrs. Mayberry flushed, but said noth
ing.

She knew from experience that, kind
and as her husband was,
there were times when ho suScred nu

' anneal from hw decision
was one 01 mosc

" We will have ilinaor ordcred.for 12

o'clock, as it used lo bo when I was a
boy. Wo will have roast turkey, with
cranberry-sauc- e, and mashed potatoes
and turnips, boikd onions and celery,
and all on the tabic at once. Kor des-

sert, pie, cheese and cider, and nothing
more. Marguerite, shall I giro the or-

der to Lorton, or will you attend to it?"
Mrs. Mayberry twisted her diamond

rings almost roughly.
Oh, don't ask me to give sachan

insane order to him ! I have no wish
to appear as a laughing-stoc- k before
my servants, Mr. May berry. It will be
as severe a strain on my endurance as
1 am capable of to be forced to sit at a

with such people as the Hurds
and the Masons and that Thyrza Green
and her lauio brother, and that little
old Wilmington and his granddaugh-
ter, and "

Mr. Mavberry, interrupted her gent-
ly

"Old Mr. Wilmington was a friend
of mine long before he went to India.
Since he came home with his son's
orphan daughter and lived in such

comfortable although plain,
for Winnie earns enough as daily gov-eanc-ss

to support them both cheaply
I regard mm as more worthy than
everf Ernest, my boy, I shall depend
upon you to help entertain our guests,
and especially nt table, for I shall have
no servants about to scare them out of
their appetites."

And Mr. May berry dismissed the sub-

ject by arising from the table.

" Would I like to go? Oh, grandpa,
t should! Will we go, do you think?"

The little, wizened old man looked
fondly at her over his steel-rimme-d

(lassts.
' So vou'd like to actcpt Mr. May- -

berry's invitation to dinner, eh, Win
nie? You wouldn't bo ashamed of your

grandfather, eh, among
the fine folk of the family. Remark
ably fine folk, 1 bear, for all J, can

when Joe was a boy to
gether with myself, tine folk, innie,
and you think we'd better go?"

"I wonld like to co, grandpa. I
don't have many recreations 1 don't
want many, for 1 think contented hon
est laoor is tne granaesi uung in mc
world, and the best discipline but,
somehow. I can't tell why, but I do
wanttogo. 1 can wear ray uiacn casn- -

faced old gentleman who had kmere, and be so proud me."

silent,

son,

had

you

indulgent

itcics.

lroud you, my
matter what you wear, les, we'll go."

And thus it happened that
the ten that sat down at Josjah
Mayberry's hospitable, overflowing
board that cold, blue-skie- d day, Win
nie Wilmington and the little old. man
wero two and two to whom Ernest
Mayberry paid more

,Vn d thi I A little gasp of horror anil dismay

of indeed, child, no

among
guests

devoted attention
than even Ins tatner naa asKea anu

Of course it was a grand success all
excepting the cold hauteur on Mrs.May-berrv- 's

aristocratic face, and that was
a failure, because no one took the least
notice of it, so much more powerful
were the influence of Mr. Mayberry's
and Ernest's gentlemanly attentions.

" I only hope you are satisfied," Mrs.
Josiah said, with what was meant to
be withering sarcasm, after the last
guest had gone, and il;o stood a mo-

ment before the fire "I only hope yon
are satisfied particularly with tne at-

tention Ernest paid to that youpg
woman very unnecessary attention,in-deed.- "

Mr. Mayberry rubbed his hands to-

gether, briskly.
"Satisfied? Yes, thankful to God I

had it in my power to make them for-

get their poverty, if for only one little
hour. Did j ou see little Jimmy Hurd's
eyes glisten'when Ernest gave bim the
second triangle of pie? Bless the young-
sters' hearts, they won't want any thing
iO eat for a week."

" I was speaking of the young wom-

an who "
Mrs. Mayberry was icily severe, but

her hnsbacd cut it short.
" So you were pretty little thing as

ever I saw. A ladylike, graceful little
girl, with beautiful eyes enough to o

the boy for admiring her."
"Tho boy. You seem" to have for-

gotten your son is 23 old enough to
fall in love with, and marry--eve- n a
poor, unknown girl you were quixotic
enough to invite to jour table."

"Twenty-three- ? So ho is. And if
Lc wants to marry a beggar, and she is
a good, virtuous girl why not?"

was the only answer oi wmen iurs.
Mayberry was capable.

"Grandpa!"
Winnie's voico was so low that Mr.

Wilmington only just heard it, and
whnn hii looked un he saw the girl's
crimson cheeks and her lovely, droop
ing face.

' Yes, Winnie. You want to tell me
something?"

She went up behind him, and leaced
her hot check caressingly against his,
her sweet, low voice whispering her
answer

" Grandpa, I want to tell you some-
thing. I Mr. May we Ernest has
asked he wants me tc oh, grandpa,
can't you tell what it is?"

lie felt her cheek grow hotter against
his.

He reached up his hand and caressed
the other one.

" Yes, I can tell, dear. Ernest has
shown his uncommon good sense by
wanting you for his wife. So this is
what comes of that dinner, eh, Win-
nie?"

"And may I tell him you are willing,
perfectly willing, grandpa? Because
I do love him, you know."

"And you are sure it isn't his money
you are after, eh?"

She did not take umbrage at the sharp
question.

"I am at least sure it is net my
money he is after, grandpa," she re-

turned, laughing and patting his cheek.
"Yes, you are at least sure of that;

there, I hear the young man coming
himself. Shall I go, Winnie?"

It was the "young man himself,"
Ernest Mayberry, with a shadow of
deep trouble and distress on his face as
he came straight up to Winnie and
took her hand, then turned to the old
gentleman.

" Until an hour ago I thought this
would be the proudest, happiest hour
of my life, sir, for I should have asked
you to give mo Winn'e for my wife.
Instead, I must be content to only tell
yoH how dearly I love her, and how pa-

tiently and hard I will work for her to
give her the home which she deserves

because, Mr. Wilmington, this morn-
ing the house of Mayberry & Thurston
failed, and both families are beggars."

His handsome face was pale, but bis
eyes wero bright with a determination
and braveness nothing could daunt.

Winnie smiled back upon him, her
own cheeks paling.

" Never mind, Ernest, on my account.
I can wait, too."

Old Mr. Wilmington's eyes were al-

most shut beneath the heavy, frowning
forehead, and a quizzical look was on
bis shrewd old face as he listened.

"Gone up, eh? Well, that's too
bad. You stay hero and tell Winnie I
nm iiist. i willing she shall be vour
wife when you want her, as if nothing
had happened, because I believe you
can earn bread and butter for both of
vou. and mv Winnie is a contented lit
tle girl. I'll hobble up to the office
and see your father; he and I were
boys together; a word of sympathy
won't come amiss from me."

And off ho strode, leaving the lovers
alone, getting over the distance in a re- -

marKauic umc, anu presenting uis
wrinkled, weather-beate- n old face in
Mayberry & Thurston's private office,
where Mr. Mayberry sat alone, with
rigid face and keen, troubled eyes, tnat,
nevertheless, lighted at the sight of his
old friend.

" I'm glad to see you, Wilmington.
Sit down. The tight of a man who has
not como to reproach me is a comfort."

Bnt Mr. Wilmington did not sit down
Ho crossed the room to the table at

which Mr. Mayberry sat among a hope-

less array of papers.
" There is no Use wasting words,

Mavberrv. at a time like this. Did you
know your son has asked my Winnie to
marry nimr"

Mr. Mayberry's face lighted a second,
then the cloom returned.

"If my son had a fortune at his com-

mand, as I thought ho had yesterday
at this time, I would say ' God speed
you in your wooing of Winnie Wilming-
ton.' As it is lor tho girl's sake, I
disapprove."

" So you haven't a pound over and
above, eh, Mayberry?"

"There will be nothing less than
nothing. I don't know that I really
care so much for myself, but Ernest
it is a terrible thing to happen to him
at the very beginning of his career."

Mr. Wilmington smiled gleefully.

" Good. Neither do I care for my-

self, but for Winnie, my littlo Winnie.
I tell you what, Mayberry, perhaps you
will wonder if I am crazy, but I'll agree
to settle a quarter of a million on Win-

nie the day she matries jour boy. And
I'll lend you as much more if it'll be
any ue, and I'll start the boy for him-

self, if you say so. Eh?"
Mr. Mavberry looked at him in

speechless bewilderment.
Wilmington wcni on
" I made a fortune out in India, and

it's safe and sound in hard cash in good
hands a couple of millions. I deter-
mined to bfiuz mv cirl up to depend
on herself, and to learn the value of
money before she had the handling ol
her fortune. She has no idea she's an
heiress my heiress. Sounds like a
slory out of a book, eh, Mayberry?
Well, will you shake hands oa it, and
call it a bargain?"

Mr. Mayberry took the little dricd-u- p

hand almost reverentially, his voice
hoarse and thick with emotion.

"Wilmington, God will reward you
for this. May he, a thousandfold!"

Wilmington winked away a suspicious
moisture on his eyelashes.

" You see it all comes of that dinner,
old fellow. You acted like acharitable
Christian gentleman, and between us
we'll make the and Winnie as hap-

py as they deserve, eh?"

And even Mrs. Mayberry admits that
it was a good thing that her husband
gave that dinner, and when she expects
to see Mrs. Ernest May berry an honored
guest at her board, she candidly feels
that she owes every atom of her splen-
dor and luxury to the violet-eye-

charming girl who wears her own hon-

ors with such sweet grace. English
Magazine.

m

a Plunge Into Niagara.

About noon on Monday a stranger,
apparently about 25 years of age,
dressed in dark clothes, with a black
slouch hat,and a snuff-colore- d overcoat,
his face"smooth, with the exception of
an auburn mustache, applied at the up-

per gate to Prospect Park for admit-
tance, and after paying his fee entered,
and walked along tho bank to a point
just below the tail-rac- e that empties
in the river. An attache of the l'ark
approached the stranger for the pur-
pose of directing him where to obtain
the most attractive views cf the scen-

ery. His attention was attracted from
the visitor for a moment, and when ho
turned he was thunderstruck to see the
stranger wading out into the rapids.
He instantly shouted, "Come back,
jou fool! you will go over the
falls!" The only attention the man
paid to this advice was to throw him-

self forward on his face and strike out
lustily for the brink of the cataract.
Just below where ho entered was a
small cascade, over which he was car-
ried. When he emerged his hat was
off, and a moment later he obtained a
foot hold in the rapids, and stood up
waist deep in the foaming water.

Mitchell, the Park attache, had by
this time reached Prospect Point,
whither he hadhastened in hopes of be-

ing able to reach the man when he
came down the stream. The stranger,
standing in the rapids, saw Mitchell,
and, divining his object, instantly struck
out again, swimming lustily out fur-

ther from tho shore, and successfully
placing himself far beyond tho aid of
the astounded man on the bank. Just
as the stranger reached the brink, and
as he went over, he doubled himself up,
clasped his hands over his head, and
went down to his death. Niagara Falls
Gazelle.

This story comes from Westfield,
Mass. : A man of considerable means
entered a jeweler's store the other day
and asked the proprietor if he would
buy some gold. He was answered in
the affirmative, and produced a small
package carefully done up in a paper,
which had the appearance of gold fill
ings, and wmen was lounu to De worm
22 cents. After receiving it the man
said: "Perhaps you'd like to know
where I got the gold. Well, I'll tell
you. Twenty ycais ago I had a tooth
filled, and yesterday had tho same
tooth pulled, but I saved it. pounded it
up and washed out the gold. Made 22
cents by the operation, didn't I?"

It is announced that Queen Victoria
will pay a visit to Germany, probably
about Easter. Her Majesty particular-
ly wishes to visit Baden and Gotha.


